Danger Card 


Author: Cosmic Gerbil 
Bands: Metallica 
Characters: Dave Mustaine, James Hetfield 


Relationships: V/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Dec 24 201l 19:00:00 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


One shot 


Author's Notes: 


It was a quiet Saturday afternoon in Metallica's apartment. Lars had persuaded Ron to go to an art gallery 
with him; Dave was watching TV and James was in his room, playing his guitar. Or at least he was trying to 
play. He sat on the bed, concentrating as he ran through one of their new songs but his mind wasn't on it. 
Hitting another wrong note, James sighed and put his guitar down, leaning it against his amp. He felt restless 
and unsettled, though he wasn't sure why. If was as if he wanted something but just didn't know what it was. 


Well, it sure isn't playing guitar, so lets go and see what Dave's up to. 


James strolled into the living room where he found Dave slumped on the settee, a beer in one hand, the TV 


remote in his other and a sulky expression on his face. There was a six pack at his feet, with 3 cans remaining 


in it. Two more cans were stuffed haphazardly into the already overflowing waste paper bin. 


"Beer!" said James, flumping down next to Dave and grabbing a can. Pulling the ring free, he drank deeply from 
the can. Click, click went the remote as Dave cycled through the chanrels, finally he threw it down in disgust. 


"Stupid fucking TV, there's never nothing on," he growled. 

‘Isn't that a double negative?" James enquired. 

"Shut up, asswipe," said Dave. 

"Oooh, cranky," James teased. "Anyway, what's up? You sound bored." 

"| am fucking bored! | wanna go out to a bar, not sit in here watching fuck all on the TV." 

"So, why don't you go?" 

"| don't got any money.” 

"Serves you right for spending it all on booze," said James. 

"Yes mom," said Dave, rolling his eyes. "Now if you're not gonna entertain me, why don't you fuck off?" 


"Such a sweet tempered guy." James smirked. "Fine, you want entertaining? Let's see..." James went over to the 


side table drawer and after a couple of minutes rooting through it, he pulled out a grubby pack of cards. 
"Wanna play?" James asked, waving the pack beneath Dave's nose. 

"Nah, I'm fucking skint, | told ya," said Dave, pushing James' hand away irritably. 

"I didn't mean for money! | just meant for a laugh." 

"That's boring," said Dave, doing a fake yawn. "I grew outta snap when | was I0." 


"Did | mention anything about snap?" James sat down next to Dave and took the cards out of their packet. "I 
was thinking more about.dares." 


"How the fuck do you play dares with cards? Or do ya mean forfeits?" 


"No, dares," said James. "I shuffle them. | turn over one, then you. Then me, then you. We keep going ‘till one of 
us turns over the Queen of spades. Whoever does that, has to do a dare." 


“Still sounds boring." 


"Ha, you're just saying that cus your chicken" 

"| am not," Dave said indignantly. 

"Sure you are," James sniggered. "You're scared of me picking a dare that you'd never do." 
"Fuck of fl I'd dare do fucking anything," 

"Prove it then Play dares with me." 


"Fine," huffed Dave. “There's nothing on the TV anyway." James grinned triumphantly and shuffled the cards. 
Then he set the pack down on his knee and looked at Dave. 


"Be careful not to spill them on the floor," he said 

"Yeah, whatever," said Dave, taking a card. "Five of clubs." He held it up to show James. "OK, your go." 

James took the next card, which was the seven of diamonds. They continued playing until about half way 
through the pack, James turned over the Queen of spades. He yelled in dismay, knocking the rest of the pack 
onto the floor, while Dave burst out laughing. 

"Hahahahaha, now you've gotta do a dare," Dave said gleefully. 

"Yeah, | guessed that," said James, bending over to pick up the cards. As he leaned forwards, his t-shirt came 
untucked from the back of his jeans and Dave caught a glimpse of a pair of black briefs, peeping out from 
beneath the waistband of his jeans. Dave felt a quick squirm in his stomach, though he wasn't sure why. 
"Umm, right then," said Dave, trying to distract himself. "OK, | dare you to..eat one of Lars’ cooking chillies.” 
"Fair enough," said James, though he screwed up his nose a little. He grabbed his beer can and both guys 
trooped into the kitchen. Dave opened the cupboard and took out the glass pot where Lars stored his chillies. 
He took one out and handed it to James. 

"There ya go. Eat it up while its nice and hot" 

James opened his mouth to utter a smart reply but that was a bad thing to do, as Dave took advantage by 
grabbing the chilli and popping it inside James' mouth. He gasped, startled, then swallowed it whole. James’ eyes 
streamed.he felt his throat burn as the chilli slid down, then he drank frantically from his can of beer while 
Dave yelled with laughter. 


"Ugh, fuck!" James wiped his mouth, panting. "That was..fucking horrible." 


"Come on, let's go play another round," said Dave, flinging his arm around James’ shoulder. As the guys headed 
back into the living room, James couldn't help but be aware that he rather liked the feeling of Dave's arm 
around him. They sat back down on the settee, their hips and legs touching. James moved away a little, 


suddenly feeling shy. 


"Umm, right, I'll go first this time," he said, setting the cards back on his knee. The game commenced again, 
with the guys silently turning over the cards. Near the end, James got the Queen of spades again 


"Awww shit, not fair," he said, half complaining, half laughing. "That's twice in a row." 

"Haha," Dave taunted. "Hmmm, let me see..." He smiled, thinking about how James had unconsciously leaned 
towards him when they had left the kitchen. James leaning over to pick up the card last time round and that 
quick flash of his black briefs. 

"OK, | dare you to.put your arms round me and hug me." 

"What the fuck?" James spluttered. "What the hell kinda dare is that?" 

"My dare," sniggered Dave. "You gonna do it Jamie? Or are you chicken?" 

| never back out of a dare," said James, repeating Dave's words from earlier. His heart was beating swiftly, 
though he wasn't sure if it was because he was nervous or excited. Sure he and Dave had hugged each other 
when drunk or when play fighting but this was different. A planned hug? Still, it was a dare, after all. Taking a 
deep breath, James reached out and awkwardly wrapped his arms around Dave. His hands clutched at the back 
of Dave's t-shirt, which was slightly damp from sweat. James held Dave's skinny figure close to him.he could 
feel Dave's heart beating swiftly.his breathing was ragged. Dave sighed and leaned towards James, who felt 
the soft red curls nestle against his cheek. 


"Hmmm,, sighed Dave, cautiously hugging James back. "You seem to like it after all” 


"Yeah," James muttered, wondering why he wasn't sneering or making some insulting remark. Perhaps it was 


because Dave felt so nice to cuddle. 


At last, the lads broke their embrace. Pulling apart, they avoided each others' eyes as James picked up the 
cards and began shuffling again. Dave picked up his can of beer and took a swig from it. 


"Uhm, so you wanna keep playing," James finally asked. 
Dave put the can down again. "Sure, | guess so. Do you?" 
"Yeah," said James. He grinned a little. "I wanna win one round and dare you." 


"Let's go then, asshole," said Dave, returning to his normal self. So round three began. As he turned over the 


cards, James tried to concentrate on the game but all that was in his mind was the cuddle he and Dave had 
just shared. It had felt weird..but so special and exciting. 


"Shit! You jinxed me when you said you wanted to win" Dave's yell brought James out of his daydream. Looking 
up, he saw the redhead holding up the Queen of spades, pretending to be annoyed. 


"Hehehe," said James. "Right, revenge time! What evil thing can | make you do?" Dave stuck two fingers up at 
James. James scratched his chin, thinking. What *could* he dare Dave to do? 


Suddenly a wicked idea came to him. Dave had dared him to hug him.he could go one better. Trying not to 
blush, he said, "I dare you to kiss me. With your tongue." 


Dave was so shocked that he nearly dropped his can of beer. 
"Uhhh, James.h-how much have you drunk?" he stammered. 
"Is somebody chicken?" James asked in a deceptively sweet tone. 


"No," growled Dave. He put his can down again. "Fine, OK, I'll do it" James felt a rush of excitement course 


through his chest, like a bolt of lightning. Shit, Dave was actually going to kiss him. This was unreall 


Dave moved closer again, until their legs were touching once more. He put one arm around James and pulled 


him in closer. Blue eyes met hazel and Dave chewed on his bottom lip. 

"You ready?" James asked, trying to hide his own fear. 

"Wait," said Dave nervously. "You don't still have chilli breath, do you?" 

"No," James giggled. "I washed it away with beer, remember." 

Dave nodded, still looking scared. Realising he was going to have to make the first move, James pulled Dave 
towards him and pressed his lips softly against Daves. The redhead started but didn't pull away. Then slowly, 
he parted his lips, encouraging James to deepen the kiss. 

James gasped, feeling a wave of pleasure race through his body. It was the most delicious kiss he had ever 
experienced. He felt Dave's other arm slide around him, a warm hand settling on his lower back. James 
returned the embrace eagerly, his heart pounding in his chest. The two guys kissed hungrily, all thoughts of 
the dare game forgotten. 


"You taste nice.not of chilli at all," said Dave, pausing from kissing James to get his breath back 


"You too," said James. Then, suddenly feeling shy, he hid his face in Dave's hair. Dave chuckled and began to 
stroke James' hair, gliding his fingers through the fluffy blonde waves. James nuzzled against Dave's neck, 


loving every moment of their new experience. He felt Dave gently brush his hair to one side, then soft lips 


began kissing his neck and cheek. 

‘Ohh, that's good. like that Dave," James whimpered. Dave responded by deepening his kisses, making them 
slower and firmer. Wanting to be more intimate, James slid his hand up the front of Dave's t-shirt and began 
massaging his chest. His other hand roamed downwards, grabbing firmly at Dave's ass. Dave gasped and 
startled James, who hastily removed his hand. 

"Sorry dude," James said, feeling his cheeks burn. "I just..." 


"Ha, | liked it, dumbass. It was a gasp of passion" 


James grinned. "I'll give you dumbass," he said, trying to push his hand down the back of Daves’ jeans. "Ohhh, 
fuck! | can't reach properly." 


"Undo ‘em them," Dave snickered. 

James should have been embarrassed by such a suggestion He should have been but he was too excited and 
horny at that moment. He unfastened the button on Daves' jeans, then pulled the zip down. Dave had started 
kissing his neck again and each soft kiss made his whole body ache with desire. James slid his hands down the 
back of Dave's now loose jeans, cupping his buttocks over the top of his underwear. Dave sighed and 
instinctively pushed back against James’ firm grip. 

"Shit, you've got a really hot ass," James growled. "| wanna squeeze it so fucking hard" 

"Go ahead, that's more than fine by me," Dave said. 

The sound of the front door opening startled the guys. They broke apart, James snatching his hand out of the 
back of Daves’ jeans and Dave pulling down his t-shirt. Ron and Lars' voices could be heard approaching..James 
brushed his sweaty hair off his face, Dave fastened the button on his jeans and the living room door opened. 
"Lars, it was just a couple of lead pipes twined together, it was hideous," Ron was saying. 

It was art" Lars insisted. "It had a message..." 


"Yeah and it said l'm a pile of shit" 


"Humph, you're so uncultured," Lars snorted He then caught sight of James and Dave, sitting up too straight 
on the settee, with flushed faces, rumpled t-shirts and untidy hair. 


"What have you guys been doing?" Lars said suspiciously. 


"Nothing!" James tried to sound calm but it came out as a squeak. 


"Just.playing cards," said Dave. He scrambled up off the settee. "lm gonna go for a leak" 


"Going to play my guitar," James muttered, also getting up and hurrying after Dave. Lars and Ron exchanged 


looks..there was a bit of a grin on Lars’ face. 

James rushed into his bedroom..Dave, after a quick look behind him, followed him in there too. He shut the 
door behind him, then sat down on the bed, his face as red as his hair. James fiddled with his guitar, before 
putting it down and sitting down next to Dave. 

"Shit," panted Dave. "You reckon they knew what we'd been up to?" 

"Nah," said James, shaking his head quickly. "Course not. No. No way." 

| hope not," said Dave, brushing his red waves off his face. "Not that. didn’t like it," he added hastily. 
James gave him a half grin. "You did like it then?" 

"Ummm, yeah," Dave admitted, blushing. "Did you?" 

"Yeah," said James, giving a small giggle. "It was fun, wasn't it". 


"Yeah." 


James reached out and put his hand on Dave's knee. Dave's blush deepened but he didn't try to move James’ 


hand. 

"Hey," James suddenly said. "I was thinking... 

"Yeah?" 

"Well.next time Ron and Lars go out.wanna play dares again?" 


"Hmm," said Dave, fiddling with a loose thread on his t-shirt. He raised his head a little, giving James a quick 
smile. "Maybe. But it'll take some effort to top tonight's game." 


James grinned back at Dave, his cheeks going red. "I think we could manage that." 


The End 


